LITTLE   GIRL   FROM   NOWHERE

climbed into the bus. At nine we were stranded on an icy-cold
hilltop, shrouded in cloud, while the driver tried to mend his
engine. At ten we were stranded again, a little farther on. At
midday we had travelled a little farther and the bus was* broken
down again, in a small town. Czechville was still seventy kilo-
metres distant.

I saw that, in spite of all my efforts, I should reach Czechville
too late to join the party that was going to the frontier, too late
to help that woman and her baby. I thought continually of this
child. I was determined not to return without bringing at least
the mother and the baby back with me.

What an extraordinary infant this was, I thought, as rare as the
Dionne quintuplets. Miss 1938, the manger-child of our times.
Little Miss No-man's-land. The little girl from nowhere, no-
where at all, without a birthplace, without a nationality, without
any legal existence. Born in the mile-wide strip of land that the
Ambassadors at their table in Berlin, on the orders of the Four
Just Men of Munich, had put between the vanguard of the German
army and the Czechs.

Cold and hungry, but determined to reach Czechville somehow,
I scoured that little town for a car. I found one. The driver made
a hard bargain, but I contrived to reach Czechville at about 1.30
and at the offices of the Jewish organization found the rescue-
party waiting for me.

Harrowing tales of Czech implacability. Tears. Another long,
long drive. Negotiations with Czech officials in a market town.
Yes, we might go to the frontier, visit the marooned Jews. Yet
another drive. The afternoon was well advanced. At last, two
Czech frontier guards. Behind them, on the open road, an
amazing encampment.

About eighty Jews were there, men, women, and children of all
ages. Behind them, again, farther down that bleak road, was a
bridge, and on it half a dozen German soldiers and customs
officers, watching. Behind them, again, the roofs* and spires of
the town where these Jews had their homes, from which they had
been driven out.

297